HAT   FEVER                        ACT 1
SOREL : Don't sympathise with me; it's only
temper.
JUDITH (putlog her down on to sofa beside her): Put
your head on my shoulder, dear.
SIMON (bitterly): Your head, like the golden
fleece . . .
SOREL (tearfully): Richard'll have to have " Little
Hell" and that horrible flapper the Japanese room,
JUDITH :    Over my dead body 1
SIMON (comes over to bis mother): Mother, what art
we to do ?
JUDITH (pulls him down on bis knees and places bis bead on
her right shoulder. SOREL'S bead on her left. Makes a
charming little motherly picture) : We must all be very,
very kind to every one 1
SIMON :    Now then. Mother, none of that I
JUDITH (aggrieved): I don't know what you mean,
Simon.
SIMON :    You were being beautiful and sad.
JUDITH :   But I am beautiful and sad.
SIMON : You're not particularly beautiful, darling,
and you never were.
JUDITH : Never mind; I made thousands think I
was.
SIMON :   And as for being sad------
JUDITH (pushes SIMON on the floor): Now, Simon, J
will not be dictated to like this 1 If I say I'm sad, I am
sad. You don't understand, because you're precocious
and tiresome. . . . There comes a time in all women's
SOREL (rises and stands at L. comer of sofa): Oh dear 1
( With pained expression.)
JUDITH :    What did you say, Sotel ?
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